2i6               JACOB'S ROOM

Jarvis think of God. There was a church behind
them, of course. The church clock struck ten,
Did the strokes reach the furze bush, or did the
thorn tree hear them ?

Mrs. Flanders was stooping down to pick up
a pebble. Sometimes people do find things,
Mrs, Jarvis thought, and yet in this hazy moon-
light it was impossible to see anything, except
bones, and little pieces of chalk.

" Jacob bought it with his own money, and
then I brought Mr, Parker up to see the view,

and it must have dropped-------" Mrs. Flanders

murmured,

Did the bones stir, or the rusty swords ?
Was Mrs. Flanders' twopenny-halfpenny brooch
for ever part of the rich accumulation ? and if
all the ghosts flocked thick and rubbed shoulders
with Mrs. Flanders in the circle, would she not
have seemed perfectly in her place, a live English
matron, growing stout ?

The clock struck the quarter.
The frail waves of sound broke among the
stiff gorse and the hawthorn twigs as the church
clock divided time into quarters.

Motionless and broad-backed the moors re-
ceived the statement "It is fifteen minutes past
the hour," but made no answer, unless a bramble
stirred,.